SUNDAY MORNINGS

Webster's imagination was at one time fired by
the contemplation of life's cruelty and death's
mystery: need he, in fact, have been more
brooding, morose, and monomaniac than the poet
who wrote (t Lear " and " Troilus and Cressida,"
but also invented Falstaff and had to be sup-
pressed for volubility at the Mermaid. The
quality of the poetic imagination is not always
an index of the man as he walks and talks; and
with the great Websterian passages there is
mingled a great deal of melodramatic fustian
which may have been as cheerfully supplied for
audiences that wanted it as are the shockers of
to-day. Certainly, when one considers his work
as a whole, it seems to be forcing things to pre-
sume (as Mr. Lucas seems to presume) a brief
period during which Webster was acutely sensitive
and weighed down by the woes of mankind, and
a remainder of existenqe during which he had
contrived to make terms with life, being unable
any longer to sustain " the burden and the weight."
Let me not, however, end on a note of disputation,
but on one of compliment to an editor whose
future works promise to contribute much both
to the edification and to the amusement of
mankind.
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